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The crowd cheered as the song ended. She looked into the crowd, having a hard time seeing all of them 
because of the spotlights that blinded her. She raised her arm to flash a peace sign and smiled brightly at 
them. This was one of the reasons she actually enjoyed being onstage: she didn't see them as individuals, when 
people gathered together and looked only like countless heads and bodies. She felt like she was performing 
somewhere where she cannot be seen or heard by anybody. This was the impression she got while looking at 


the crowd. And it lowered her stage fright. 


"Thank youl" she shouted in the microphone, and the crowd cheered. 


Ed hid his face from the crowd as he awkwardly waved, and hurriedly walked to the backstage. Otto jumped 
down from his drum kit, and threw his arms around Dustin and Jimmie. The crowd was shouting their name 


while she was walking right after Ed, trying to make it to the backstage without passing out. 


The crowd seemed a lot bigger than it actually was. There must have been about 100 people, maybe more. She 
really didn't know, because she saw them as 10000. She wasn't sure if it was because of the amount of 
alcohol in her body, or because of how exhausted she was. But either way, she was really happy that the 


show was over. 


She immediately got inside her room in the backstage, closing the door behind her. She could still hear the 
crowd cheering, applausing and shouting. But she was glad that she was alone, she needed some silence and 


peace. 


Once again, she regretted the bottles of beer she had before going onstage. Otto had told her that it would 
help, since she seemed so stressed out and afraid without knowing the reason. And yes, it was helpful in a way. 


But she couldn't stand the feeling of her mind being off at somewhere all the time. 


"Aryl!" Someone shouted and knocked on her door violently, disturbing her peaceful moment. She couldn't 
recognize the voice, and when she opened the door she faced a chubby-looking man. He was a guitar tech, as 


she remembered. "The new guy arrived. He wants to talk to you." 


The new guy was Poul. Paul was the "possible" new manager of the band, since they had fired the previous 
one, Fred, for being such a narrow-minded asshole as Jimmie said all the time. Paul seemed easier to get along, 
as well as more intelligent. But he didn't know much about the band, and it was going to be the first time they 
were going to see him. She got out of the room and followed the guy, still kind of upset that she couldn't 


spend time alone. 


As she entered the main room all the boys rehearsed before the show, the sight was kind of unexpected. All 
the other members had sat down on the couch, a blonde guy who surprisingly had soft features for a 
manager sitting on the armchair, certainly waiting for her to arrive. Otto scooted a little to create some space 


for her. She squeezed between him and Ed, the guy cleared his throat. 


"So," he started. "I'm Paul Marshall. First of all, l'm sorry guys. | couldn't watch the show, l'm so sad | missed 
it” He sounded very genuine, though there was something else she noticed about him. His hair was carefully 
straightened, there were blue earrings hanging from his ears, he was wearing very stylish clothes. She didn't 


want to make a statement at first sight, but he looked.. Gay. 


"We should introduce ourselves then?" she heard Dustin speak. He was buried into the couch, probably high 


again. Paul nodded, "Please." 


Jimmie, being the most initiative as always, went first: "I'm Jimmie Rudd, | play bass. In the band from the 


beginning.” He shot her a look, she looked at her fingers and felt her cheeks heat up. Why was he mocking her 


now? 


"l'm "Dust" and | play guitar." Dustin said briefly, slightly slurring, and Paul nodded. "The name's Otto Leionen, | 
play drums. l'm Finnish if you wanna ask. And | like Jack Daniels more than girls." Otto said, she couldn't help 
but smile at his silly confession. "Ed Venzor. Lead guitar." Ed quietly said without making eye-contact. Another 


thing about Ed was that he never spoke, only when it was crucial. 


Realizing that only she was left, she quietly cleared her throat. "I'm Aryl Raine. | sing." Paul smiled at her and 
nodded, "So, that's where the band's name comes from." he joked. "I heard a lot about you, Aryl" She didn't 
know how to reply to that, so she said: "Yeah, and together we are Rain" 


"| see." he nodded. "Well, now..The thing is, | listened to you guys' demo, and it was absolutely.” He paused for a 
moment. "You guys fuckin rock!" he exclaimed, causing all of them to burst out laughing. “It was one of the 
best things I've heard, since.. Led Zep and Queen and stuff. It's so fuckin’ hard rock, but kinda progressive at 


the same time. Sorry for being informal guys, but.. Real creative, | loved it” 


Dustin sat up straight, "Don't need to be sorry man, no one wants you to be fuckin’ formall" Everyone laughed 
once again. Paul wiped his face and shook his head, still laughing. "But there's something important | wanna tell 
you." Everyone suddenly got quiet and waited for the news, including the chubby guitar tech waiting at the 
door. "You're pretty popular here in New York. You should start working on an album, but before doing that." 
They all impatiently stared at him. "You should go play at different venues. I've been in LA for a while, and | 
know a lot of clubs, bars and hotels you can play at. So, if you want, we can start off from there." 


All the members of Rain looked at each other instictively, trying to telephatically decide who is going to say 
yes first. "That sound great!" she said excitedly, and the boys cheered and repeated what she said. Paul 


chuckled, "Well then, | guess l'm your new manager?" 


They all exclaimed "Yes!" in unison. Otto was jumping up and down from his seat like a little child, while Dustin 
and Jimmie wrapped their arms around each other and gave each other high fives. "Wait, wait.. When do we 


start?" she asked, causing everyone to got quiet again. 


"What about.. Next week?" Paul suggested, and they all approved in unison once again. "Then congradulations 
boys, and Aryl.. You're going to California!" he exclaimed, and they all cheered. Jimmie stood up and jumped, 
Otto shook her from her shoulders while he was screaming in joy, causing her to smile even brighter. She 
turned to Ed and they exchanged smiles, she was one of the few people that got along well with Ed. Even 
Jimmie turned to her and shouted "LA baby!", and she giggled. 


Then, she turned her head and realized that Dustin was looking at her. His eyes were red from whatever he 
took before the show, but he sincerely smiled at her and reached his arms out for a hug. She had no choice 
but to smile back, and she let him hug her, squeezing Otto between them as they wrapped their arms around 


each other warmly. 


She had missed this, that was for sure. She had missed being in his arms and feeling the heat of his body. But 
she hadn't missed his drug and sex addiction, him going out and coming home either late at night and high, or 
the next morning after having sex with some chick But other than that, she had missed his friendship too, and 
how much time they used to spend together. She knew that they would beccome friends again soon, after they 
are both over the break-up. But she still couldn't help but wish none of this ever happened, and she stayed as 
the young girl who was doing her master's degree in Colombia University and wanted to work in the UN. 


Anyways, she thought. The past is the past. There was no point in thinking of these kinds of things. She was 
now somewhere she never guessed she would be. And yes, she was proud of herself. She knew that Rain was 
going to be successful. 


We're going to Los Angeles, she thought. We're going to California. 


But Aryl Rea Raine had no idea that someone she would meet in LA would change her life. 


"Rock and Roll Lifestyle" 
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The trip to Los Angeles was more fun than Aryl expected. She always liked flights, and now she was with all 
her friends. Plus, the plane was a luxurious private jet, as Paul promised them, which was strange for a newly 
formed band that didn't even reach fame and fortune. Everyone loved Paul, that was for sure. He had his 


connections and got everything done easily. 


She ended up sitting next to Otto, as she didn't want to sit next to Dustin, and Jimmie was sitting next to his 
girlfriend Maddie. The other option she had was Ed, but she wanted to have a conversation with Otto so that 
she didn't get bored. 


‘I've been to LA before, you know?" he said, drawing her attention. She raised an eyebrow, "Really? How?" Otto 
started playing with her shiny belt as he answered: "I first tried it in Cali. You know, played in a few glam 
bands and stuff. It just didn't happen, so | came to New York | met Dust and Jimmie. You know the rest" 


Aryl nodded as Otto continued to tug at her belt. She was wearing denim shorts and an Aerosmith shirt, there 
were light brown, ankle length cowboy boots covering her feet. She had taken her leather jacket with her, with 
spikes on its shoulders. Her brown hair was half up half down, the tips dyed blue. She had changed her cute, 
little girl image a while ago. And now, she totally looked like a rock n' roll chick, even though she didn't think so 
herself. 


Otto finally let go of her belt and started playing with the tips of her hair. "Your hair is fuckin’ cool like this." 
he stated, and Aryl giggled. "Thanks. It looks kinda punk, you know?" Otto chuckled and twirled her hair on his 
finger. "Yeah, but its better than full brown. More.. Sensational." They both laughed at his comment, Aryl was 


nowhere near sensational. They both knew that. 


"You're a cool chick, Ary." Otto said as he pulled her near him, cuddling her. "Don't you think that you're not.” 
Aryl smiled and rested her head on his chest. Otto was a great friend, there was no denying that. 


"What the fuck are you two lovebirds doing?" Jimmie asked as he was passing by, “Ain't you tired of dating 
band members Aryl?" Otto snorted and Aryl sneered, "I'm not dating him, Jimmie. | guess you've never had a 


female friend, am | wrong? That's why you don't think a guy and a girl can just be good friends." 


Jimmie smirked and shook his head, "No baby no.. | just don't think good friends grind on each other." Both Aryl 


and Oto laughed, they both knew it wasn't true. Jimmie knew it as well, he was just searching for something 


to make fun of. Typical. 


"Are you jealous, Jim?" Otto asked, raising an eyebrow. Aryl giggled It was enough to get Jimmie mad. "Don't 
fuckin’ call me Jim! How many more times do | fuckin’ need to tell you?" His eyebrows furrowed, then he 


smirked. "And yeah, I'm so fuckin’ jealous. You don't ever grind me up Aryl." 


"Maybe if you werent such an arrogant prick, | would have." she replied, causing all the others to woo and 
whistle and yell to congratulate her for her comeback. Jimmie's face fell after the unexpected words. He 
opened his mouth as if he was going to say something, then just continued his way to the small bar in the 


plane. 


He grabbed one bottle of beer to himself, tossing Otto another one. "Thanks man!" Otto said as he opened the 
lid using the seat's side. Jimmie walked back to his seat and sat down. "You didn't bring for us?" Dustin whined. 
"Get your ass up and get it yourself" Jimmie said as he chugged on his beer. 


After all the members, including Aryl, got their drinks, Maddie stood up from her seat and walked towards the 
bathroom. Just as she was out of sight, Jimmie whisper-shouted: "Guys, you wanna go to a strip club?" All 


the men approved in a second, except Ed. 


"Are you serious?" Aryl turned to him in disbelief, "What about the show tonight?" Jimmie frowned as he 
remembered. "Don't worry man, we'll go after show. | bet Otto knows some places." Dustin suggested and looked 


at Otto. "Oh yeah, | do." Otto smirked. “There's this place where they line the girls up and-" 


"Okay, | don't wanna hear it!" Aryl cut him off. Otto chuckled. "Sorry." She rested her back against the seat and 


listened without her will as the guys discussed about strip-clubs. 


The venue was not that big, but it was so crowded that people were stepping on each other. Aryl was 
surprised, she had not expected this much people having heard of them. Plus, the crowd was wild. She was 
worried that someone would get hurt. But beyond that, she was worried that she wouldn't be able to handle 
such a crowd. Her heart jumped in anticipation With a sudden decision, she grabbed a beer from the stand and 
took a sip. 


"Hey, can | get an autograph before the show?" she heard someone say, and turned around. There stood a 
man, in his twenties, with auburn long and messy hair. He had a bright smile on his face, though he seemed 
out of his mind. "Sure." Aryl replied and grabbed the pen he was holding up. As she signed the flyer in his 
hand, she had a hard time hiding the joy she had. Not many people asked for autographs, not even in New York. 
Now this guy hadn't even seen them play, but the fact that he was asking for an autograph made her feel 
proud. Maybe | should move to LA.. 


He thanked her genuinely and reached out his hand: "My name's West, by the way. It's an honor to meet you, 
Ms Aryl." She smiled sweetly at his absurd politeness and shook his hand. "Nice to meet you West." 


"West Arkeen?! Hi dude!" Paul exclaimed and appeared next to them in a second, the guys shared a hug. "I 
haven't seen you around for a long fuckin’ time!" West said with excitement, then Paul turned to Aryl. "Have 
you two met? He's one of the coolest guys in LA, Ar!" She nodded, smiling, and couldn't help but notice her new 
nickname. Àr.. "Yeah, we've met." she said to Paul, but looking at West instead. He really did look like a cool guy. 


"Time to go, guys!" a roadie shouted from the corridor, and with an unneeded rush, Aryl was taken next to the 
stage, as well as the other members. They all lined up, getting ready to go onstage. Dustin stood next to her, 
his guitar in his hand. "Ready?" Dustin said to her and cocked an eyebrow. Her heart was beating so fast that 
it felt like it was going to jump out of her rib cage. She smiled, "Yeah, | guess." With a deep breath, she 
stepped onstage and the others followed her one by one. The crowd cheered in a decibel so high that she felt 
her ears buzz. The blindingly strong lights went on, and it was their time to shine again. 


"Rain just fuckin’ rocked LA, that's for sure!" Paul exclaimed at them while they were getting offstage one by 
one, glistening with sweat. It was certainly one of their best shows, Aryl couldn't believe how energetic and 


passionate the crowd was. 


Then flooded in the groupies.. Their ages differed between lb and 22 from what she understood, and they 
rushed onto the guys screaming like crazy. She smiled and shook her head, this was one of the things she 


couldn't get used to in the world of rock n roll. 


Deciding that it wasn't the place she was supposed to be at, she walked past the corridor and headed to the 


direction of the main backstage room. 


"Great show Aryl, congrats!" West yelled when he spotted her, why was everyone shouting things today? 
"Thanks!" she replied, grinning, then looked around the room. Paul was seated on the couch, next to West. Both 
had beers in their hands. Other than those two, the room consisted of roadies chugging onto bottles. Everyone 
was in the mood of partying, except herself. 


Then, it became clear that she was not alone. Ed burst inside the room, with two blonde haired groupies 
chasing after him, trying to show him their breasts. The sight was amusing, Aryl involuntarily cracked up. Ed 
dived into the storage room, locking the door behind him. The girls wailed in disappointment and turned back, 
only to be pulled onto the lap of a drunk roadie. 


"Is he homo or something?" West asked, nodding his head at Ed's direction. Aryl giggled, "No, but you could say 
asexual." And asocial, she thought. Well actually, only things Ed liked were his guitar and his drugs. Yes, he was 
an addict, just like the two other members: Dustin and Jimmie. 


The backstage had immediately turned into a party area. Alcohol was pouring like water, groupies scattered 
around, offering their bodies to not only the band members, but to every guy they see. At her sight, there 
were guys and girls making out, a guy puking inside the trash bin, a girl gagging as she drank her vodka.. And 


of course, loud music was not missing. Soon enough, West had a girl on his lap as well. Maddie came by at one 
point, asking Aryl where Jimmie was. She said she didn't know, but she knew that he was hooking up with a 
groupie somewhere. She felt bad for Maddie sometimes. 


All the guys in the band, except Ed, were the same. Otto was a sex addict, and had a thing for brunettes. At 
one point, he dived inside the room with two brunettes by his side, getting back out shortly after, not leaving 
what he was going to do much to imagination. Dustin was even worse. He accepted every single female, from 
middle-aged women to teenage girls. She could clearly remember what she had been through when she dated 


him not more than 4 months ago. 


It was strange being a girl in the world of rock and roll. It was hard. Especially for a girl like herself; 
intellectualkindhearted, and even naive. The phrase sex, drugs and rock n roll was real, and Aryl was nowhere 


near it. Though she knew that she was getting used to it day by day. 


Taking a sip from her own drink she just grabbed, she overheard the conversation between West, Paul and 
Dustin who decided to say goodbye to the girls he just had sex with for the rest of the night. It seemed like 
their strip club plan was completely forgotten 


"Why don't you guys come see Guns N' Roses tomorrow?" she heard West say, pulling away from the girl on 
his lap. Guns N' Roses? 


"Yeah man, that'd be great!" Paul agreed, turning towards Dustin to make an explanation: "You heard of them? 


They're one of the bests here in LA" Dustin answered slurring: "OK, then!" 


"Hey Aryl! Do you wanna come see GN'R tomorrow?" Paul asked her. "Yeah, why not" She briefly answered and 
took another sip. 


Guns N' Roses, the strangest name ever, she naively thought. All she had in mind was to go see the gig with 
the rest of the band and have a good time. Only if she knew that it wasn't going to be it, and that something, 


someone special was going to cross her way.. 


Bon Scotts Spirit 


Aryl sighed in boredom as they waited in the queue. The whole band, except Ed, were there, as well as Paul. 
However, she was the only sober one. The others were making silly jokes and laughing like maniac. She was 
hoping that the band was really worth seeing, because she was not in the mood of going out anyway. There 
were only a few people left, telling their names to the bouncer with bald head. Still, the queue was not moving. 
Someone was making them wait. Aryl finally realized the issue, someone was arguing with the bouncer. She 


listened. 


"Which part of it do you not understand, huh? l'm telling you I'm the fuckin singer!" It was a deep voice, but 
sounded kind of raspy. "Uh-huh. Sure. The whole band got in hours ago, why werent you with them?" the 
bouncer said, making it clear that he didn't believe it. "Its none of your fuckin’ business. l'm just telling you, if 
you don't get me inside now, you'll be in trouble big boy." The man who was speaking sounded pissed off, but 
she couldn't figure out if he was telling the truth or not. A lot of people tried to get into clubs telling these 
kinds of lies. 


"You're threatening me now, punk? Back off before | rip you in half, you hear me?" the bouncer yelled and the 
queue started continuing again. Aryl was guessing that the man who claimed himself to be the singer had 
finally given up. As they got closer, she was finally able to see the man He was standing against the wall, 
smoking. He had strawberry blonde hair and green eyes. Beautiful green eyes. His cheekbones were showing 
themselves finely, his strong jaw was clenched. His well-shaped lips curled when he took a drag from his 
cigarette and exhaled. There was a very unpleasant look on his face, he looked like he was ready to beat 


someone to death. 


His clothes fit his style well, he was wearing leather pants and a white graphic shirt without sleeves. There 
were tons of bracelets around his wrists, and a few necklaces around his neck. He had worn a shiny, big belt 
and he had cowboy boots just like Aryl. This guy totally looked like a rockstar, and a big trouble. Well, Aryl 
was.. Captivated. 


She realized that she had been staring for too long when the bouncer said: "Names?" Everyone else was out of 
their minds, even Paul. She knew it was her who needed to deal with everything. She quickly told all of their 
names, then waited for him to check it from the list. Meanwhile, she was trying her best not to look at the 


interesting man standing against the wall. 


Both she and the bouncer were startled with a noise. "You motherfucker!" the bouncer shouted as he held the 
man from his shoulders. The man she had been eyeing had tried to take advantage of the situation and sneak 
inside, but the bouncer was smarter than expected. He pushed him against the wall and raised his fist, ready 
to punch him. As the bouncer was at least 3 times bigger than the other guy, it was certain that the guy's 
pretty face would be ruined if he was punched. 


"Wait!" Aryl shouted, and the bouncer turned to him. "He's with us" He looked surprised, as the other man had 


an undefinable expression on his face, and was panting, trying to catch his breath. "What?" The bouncer 


lowered his fist. "He's with us." Aryl repeated. 


"What's his name then?" he asked, with a suspicious look on his face. "His name's Ed Venzor." she replied 
without hesitating. The bouncer checked the list on his free hand, and raised his eyebrows. "Yeah, he's on the 
list." 


She was glad that her trick worked, she knew that Ed's name must have been written on the list. The man was 
looking at Aryl as the bouncer let go of him. They then made eye contact, and Aryl couldn't help but break it 
by looking at her band mates. If she didn't, she was going to blush immediately, she knew it. She could still feel 
his eyes on her back, but she shrugged it off and shouted: "C'mon guys!" 


Just then, Otto threw his arm around her and almost fell over. "Let's go!" he slurred, the other repeated and 
started stumbling towards the door. Dustin was about the fall onto the bouncer when Aryl pulled him towards 


her and put his arm around her. 


The man was gone, he had disappeared into the club without even a word. Aryl would have lied if she said that 
she wasn't disappointed. He could have at least thanked her, but all he had done was to look at her strangely 
and get lost. 


"Then he said, he said." Jimmie slurred, trying to form a sentence. "He said, ‘I'm gonna jump out of the window 
if you don't give my shit back!" And all the guys broke down in laughter as if it was the funniest thing in the 
world, Aryl shook her head took a seat on the bar stall, the others doing the same one by one. She felt lonely 
at that moment, and thought to herself if she should get drunk as well. It was hard dealing with five men by 
herself. 


And soon enough, five became six. West Arkeen came by and took a seat next to her. "Hey!" he said to her, 
she replied with a smile. "Hey." Paul jumped from his seat so clumsily that he almost fell onto the floor. "West! 
Hi buddy!" he exclaimed, slurring, and they shared a hug just like the previous day. The other members 
greeted West as well, pulling him near them. When West joined the guys' conversation, she quietly sighed in 


frustration as she was left alone again. 


As Aryl was about to get a drink herself, the bard finally took the stage. The lights went on and a cool bass 
riff filled the venue. The crowd cheered, and Aryl turned her face towards the stage in order to see them. 
And.. She lived the shock of her life when she saw the lead singer.. It was the man, the man she eyed in the 
queue, and then helped to get inside. So he was telling the truth.. There he was, standing on the stage, swaying 
his hips and doing a strange dance. His hair was teased and he was wearing sunglasses. When he started 
singing, she felt another shock His voice was.. So unique, so raw, so wild.. So different than anything she ever 


heard before. 


He started doing snakey moves during the guitar solo, and she just couldn't take her eyes off of him. He didn't 
only have a pretty face, he was pretty hot. When he snaked his hand to his crotch, she felt her heart beats 
fasten. "Why don't you just.. Fuck off!" She watched in awe as the singer showed his middle finger to the 


crowd, she was surprised by how explicit the language was. 


He started screaming at the end of the song, perfectly singing at an octave even she, as a female, couldn't 


reach. It was so animal-like, so natural. She was drawn by his voice and stage attitude. 


The rest of the band was amazing too, she realized when she finally got herself out of the singer's charm. The 
lead guitarist had black, big, curly hair covering his whole face. His playing style and his use of the pentatonic 
scale was remarkable. He stood onstage like a beast, leaning onto the singer at some points. The bassist had 
teased blonde hair, and was unbelievably tall. His bass licks were tight and significant, he looked and played like a 
total punk-rocker. The rhythm guitarist was a complete blues and rock n’ roll man, his riffs added a completely 
different sound to the band. He had black, straight hair; his white, blues style hollow body guitar was visible. 
Lastly, the drummer was jumping behind his drum-kit, up and down. He had a smile on his face that never 


vanished, and had teased blonde hair just like the bassist. 


The concert was unbelievable, she totally forgot about the other men beside her and didn't take her eyes off 
the stage even a second. Her main focus was on the singer, who handled the crowd perfectly with his song 
introductions and small rants. He stood onstage, so sure of himself. Aryl was sure she didn’t look like that 
when she was onstage. The band played a few more songs with an enormous rock n' roll sound in them, played 
a sort of ballad with a very significant intro, then played another ballad which almost brought a tear to her 
eye, and ended the concert with an energetic one which could have been a hit. When the gig was over, Ary! 


was sitting there, her mouth open in amazement. 


"So, what do you think?" she heard West say, and turned her head. "They were amazing!" she replied without 
hesitating. West chuckled, "I know." After a minute, the guys got up and walked to a direction she couldn't see. 
She was still so amazed that she first didn't realize. But when she noticed that she was sitting next to a 


couple of strangers, she got up in panic. 


Aryl started walking towards the crowd, trying to pass between the people and find a familiar face. She really 
didn't want to lose the guys in this club she had no idea about. 


Suddenly, someone grabbed her arm and pulled her out of the crowd, towards the exit. She shrieked, not being 
able to identify who it was due to the amount of people around her. Great, she thought. Now someone is 
kidnapping me. When the mysterious stranger pulled her next to the exit door and pinned her against the wall 
by her arms, she finally raised her head and faced beautiful and familiar green eyes. It was the singer. 


She was panting, her mouth open in shock. Before she could utter a word, he jumped in. "Do you think I'm 
possessed by Bon Scott's spirit?" Her eyes widened, she thought she heard him wrongly. "W-What?" she asked, 
her voice breathy. "Do you think I'm possessed by Bon Scott's spirit?" he repeated as there was nothing wrong 
with his question. "l-l don't think so." she hesitantly replied, still panting. She had learnt one more thing about 
this guy, he was insane. He shook his head and sighed, "But | feel like | am. Do | sound like him?" 


She considered her next answer before opening her mouth, "Not really." He sighed once again and lowered his 
head, looking at the floor. "Someone told me that | sounded just like him and | can't stop thinking about it" he 
said with complete honesty, certainly in panic that he is really possessed. She was shocked. 


| d-don't think you sounded like him, and he had such a different attitude onstage. You're n-not possessed, 
believe me." she made an explanation to make him believe, her voice quiet. He nodded slightly, then faced her 


again. "| got another question” Damn, she thought, but nodded. 


"Did you realize how fucked up our sound was?" This time he had a bitter expression on his face, similar to 
the one he had when the bouncer didn't let him in. "Duff's bass was barely audible and | couldn't even fuckin’ 
hear what | was singing! Did you notice that?" 


Thankfully, this was not as weird as the previous one. Aryl didn't know why he was asking such things, and 
why he was asking such things to her, and why he was acting like it was the end of the world. But she quickly 
answered anyway, so that he wouldn't be pissed. The guy was unpredictable, she wanted to guarantee her 
safety. "Yeah | did" she said shakily. "But it wasn't a big deal, you guys had such a great energy onstage. | 
wasn't.. Bothered by it. I'm pretty sure no one was." she explained, getting mad at herself for giving an 
awkward answer. She was telling the truth though, and the questions had caught her off guard. 


The singer was directly looking into her eyes, intensely. She started feeling uncomfortable, as if she was going 
to melt under his stare. "I hate it when the sound guy fucks everything up like that" he said, frustrated. But 
he seemed to have softened his expression after hearing her comment. He finally let go of her arms and 


stepped back, Aryl exhaled in relief. 


He pulled out a cigarette and lit it, placing it between her lips, while Aryl was still panting against the wall, not 
being able to decide what to do. She admired the singer once more as she watched him smoking, he had a 
perfect face. A perfect body. And the most unique -or weirdest- personality she had ever seen. She hadn't 
met anyone like this guy before. Then she realized that she didn't even know what his name was. "What's your 


name?" 


The singer rested against the wall right next to her and glanced at the club. He calmly pulled out his cigarette, 
though he seemed like he was in a rush, and blew up a ring of smoke. "Axl. Axl Rose." It was the first time she 
had heard such a name, this guy was getting more and more interesting as time passed. "I'm Aryl-" she 
started, only to be cut off by him. "I know who you are." Her eyes widened as she looked at him, but he was 
looking down, and not at her. "| saw you at the Whiskey yesterday." Then, it all started to click. This was why 
he looked at her like that when he first saw her, and this was the reason why he asked those music related 


questions to her. "You guys were pretty good. A lot better than the shitty glam bands in the Strip." 


She smiled, "Thank you." Before she could utter another word, he jumped in once again "Wanna get out and talk 
a little?" It was probably not such a good idea to go with this unpredictable, lunatic man that she had just met. 
Probably. She didn't want to get raped or robbed in her LA trip that was supposed to be fun. But when he 
finally raised his face to look at her, she opened her mouth to politely say no. But what came out of her 
mouth was: "A-Alright." And with that, Axl pulled her from her arm lightly to direct her to the door. 


Red Wine 


Feeling the soft breeze on her face, Aryl was thankful for the small amount of wind. The weather was so hot 
even in the middle of the night. Axl had taken her to an isolated street at the back of another club. It was a 
filthy, stinky place, but she didn't feel like complaining, and didn't feel unsafe either, perhaps because of her 


companion. 


They had been talking for almost an hour, and she realized that he wasn't as crazy as he seemed before. He 
actually made a lot of sense, and Aryl didn't understand how a man this intelligent can believe in that spirit 


thing he talked about. Every word he said, every sentence he formed never failed to fascinate her. 


He told her that he was actually from Lafayette, Indiana and explained briefly how he made it to LA and how 
Guns N' Roses was formed. He told her about his current house that he shared with the other band 
members, and why they call it "Hell House", as well as telling her a few funny stories about the lead guitarist 
and bassist -she had learnt that their names were Slash and Duff- and hilarious things they did when they 
were drunk. She told him that she was not American, that she first came to the US for work, but ended up in 
a band. She told him about how she met Dustin, and how he got her into his band. Axl listened eagerly, kept 


asking questions, and seemed very interested. 


Then, they talked music. They were both surprised to find out that they both loved Elton John and Queen, and 
were both into art rock and symphonic rock. They discussed about hard rock bands like Led Zeppelin, Thin 
Lizzy, Nazareth and Aerosmith, and Aryl was amazed by how similar their thoughts were. 


At some point, they started to talk about musical instruments. When they realized that they could both play 
the piano, Axl abruptly jumped to his feet and offered her his hand. He helped her stand up, then told her to 


follow him. 


They passed between dirty apartments filled with graffittis, a lot of question marks in Aryls head. They came 
to a fire-escape ladder, and Axl started going up, which forced Aryl to do the same. He stopped in the middle 
of the ladder, and pulled out keys from his pocket. He fiddled with them, and finally finding the right one, he 
opened the door right in front of them. 


"A friend of mine stays here." Axl explained. "I don't think he'd mind us being here for the night" It was a 
decent, average looking apartment, and was cleaner than it looked from outside. It was a perfect place to spend 


the rest of the night. 


Axl went to the kitchen as she wandered around, observing the furniture. The walls were decorated with 
framed posters of musicians like Elvis Presley and Frank Sinatra. A banner that said "Canter's" was shining in 
the middle. Almost the whole furniture consisted of a cream colored couch and an armchair. Looking out the 
window, she saw a beautiful view of the city of Los Angeles: the infamous Hollywood sign and tons of cars 
passing by even in the middle of the night. 


Axl came back in a minute, holding two glasses of red wine. He offered one to Aryl, and she felt like she had to 
accept it. A little drink wouldn't hurt, would it? She was a rockstar after all. He then held her shoulder softly 
and pulled her towards a piano that she hadn't noticed before. So, this was why they were here. 


Axl took a seat on the chair, putting his glass on the piano. He then started playing, and Aryl was captivated 
once more. His fingers expertly seized the keys as he played an Elton John style melody. He was hitting the 
keys with a little too much force, but it was still truly beautiful. "What is this?" she quietly asked, not wanting 
to interrupt him. "This is something I've been working on for a while, it's called November Rain" Axl explained 


without taking a break. 


Then, he started singing with the unique voice of his. It was strange hearing him sing a nice, sweet song with 
his baritone voice after she had seen him scream like a little child The lyrics were so meaningful that she was 


surprised how emotional this bad-boy could be. It was purely amazing. 


When he ended the song, she felt like clapping but held herself. Axl turned to her to see her reaction, and saw 
her with a smile on her face, her eyes open in amazement. "Wow." she whispered, truly amazed by him once 
again. "That was beautiful." Axl replied only with an half real, half forced smile, then scooted over, creating 


space for her. "Come, sit." he patted the piano chair. 


Aryl squeezed next to him and put her glass on the piano just like him. It was nice, feeling the heat of his 
body. She felt herself blush slightly. God, did she have to blush this easily? 


They both put their fingers onto the keys and began improvising together, and it was pure magic. She couldn't 
believe how perfectly synchronized their hands were, and the music that came out was unbelievably nice. Their 
fingers accidentally touched a couple of times, and she felt a pang at her heart every time it happened. Later 
on, she started thinking that he was doing it on purpose, because it happened too many times, his long fingers 
brushing hers lightly and randomly.. 


They spent about an hour playing together, taking a break and drinking wine, then playing again, then Axl 
refilling their glasses. Aryl had started feeling dizzy after she finished her second glass. However, Axl had 
drunk three and a half, but still looked completely sober. After her third glass, the alcohol started to take 


control over her body. 


Axl stood up to put on some music, deciding on Led Zeppelin Ill and putting the vinyl gently inside the record 
player. He turned back to sit next to her again, and she was holding her glass when he first started leaning 
into her. He smirked without a reason, his beautiful dimples and snow white teeth showing. Aryl grinned as a 
reply, then started giggling involuntarily. Axl joined her with his small chuckles, and a second later they were 
laughing in tears. He held her face with one hand and pulled her closer, both of them still laughing 
uncontrollably. She leaned in even more, so that their noses were touching. They calmed down, panting, and Axl 


tenderly stroked her cheek with his thumb. 


Then, it happened, and in a flash they were kissing, Led Zeppelin playing in the background. Aryl hadn't kissed so 
many guys before, but she surprisingly didn’t feel self-conscious. Maybe because of the alcohol, maybe 


because of how relaxed Axl was.. He was a great kisser and she let him control the kiss, just letting it happen, 
enjoying the moment as her hormones rushed. Their mouths melted into each other, their tongues tangling. 
Aryl rested her hand on his shoulder, her heart beating faster than ever. She wished she was sober, so that 
she could feel the kiss with all her senses. 


Without opening her eyes Aryl put her glass onto the piano, wrapping both of her arms around Axl. When his 
hands sneaked to her waist, she shivered in want as she had never before. She found her legs wrapped around 


him in a second, and Axl lifted her up from her hips. 


He carried her to the couch without breaking the kiss, and Aryl felt her back rest against the soft fabric. He 
hovered over her, kissing her hungrily. Aryl tangled her fingers in his hair and pulled him even closer. With a 
final peck to her lips, Axl pulled away to take a breath. "Wanna.. Go further?" he suggested in between pants, 
smirking slyly, his lips red from her lipstick She mirrored his grin, panting. "l-I don't know." she replied, causing 
both of them to chuckle. "How do you not know?" he asked, his chest still rising and falling. "Well, | normally 
shouldn't," she traced the tattoos on his bare arm with her fingers. Axl raised his eyebrows. "But. | don't know 


when I'll see you again so." 


Axl smirked even wider, "I'll take it as a yes, then" he whispered, capturing her lips with his without giving her 
a chance to reply. He sneaked his hand under her shirt in a second. Aryl felt like her body was burning in 


flames where Axl touched her. 


He started lifting her shirt up, exposing her belly and ready to pull it off of her. She felt more ready than 
ever, whereas it would normally scare her. She had had sex with only one man before, not many. Still, she 
sneaked her hand to his belt and started to unfasten it. It was then when they jumped with a crack sound and 
turned their heads to its source, breaking the kiss. There stood a man with brown hair and blue eyes, keys in 
his hand. "Axl?! What the fuck?!" he exclaimed, causing Axl to pull away from her. She quickly fixed her shirt 
and covered her belly, touching her lips with her fingers in order to hide the traces of what they have been 
doing, but it was already too late. 


"You were here the whole time?" he yelled in disbelief, "We searched for you all fuckin’ night, dude! This local 
magazine came to interview you guys." Axl didn't even mind replying, he just sat still on the couch and casually 


lit a cigarette. Aryl on the other hand, got herself together, her mind finally starting to work normally. 


What had she done? Making out with a crazy rockstar she just met, in an apartment she didn't know? 
Anything could have happened! Plus, she was ready to take it further.. She was ready to do anything with him.. 
She couldn't believe how she was unfastening his belt before they got interrupted What was she, a one-night 
stand slut? She felt so ashamed of herself. 


"Fuckin! answer me Axl, we're all sick of your shit!” The guy said, but failed to receive an answer from Axl. He 
was totally ignoring the guy, still smoking his cigarette. "Who are you?" Aryl asked shyly. The guy chuckled 


sarcastically, "| should ask the same to you, darling. l'm Marc Canter, the owner of this apartment." 


‘He wouldn't mind us being here for the night: Yeah, sure he wouldn't. Aryl was mad, at the guy, at Axl and 


mostly at herself. She stood up in a second: "Well, | guess | should get going." Just as she was about to take a 
step, Axl grabbed her wrist forcefully, stopping her from leaving. "Wait," he said to her. "Give me your 
number." She quickly scribbled the number of her house in New York onto the piece of paper on the coffee 
table. Axl immediately took it, writing a number onto another paper himself. "This is the Hell House." he said, 
and gave it to Aryl. 


There was silence for a moment, they looked into each other's eyes. | was about to have sex with this man, 
she thought, still not able to accept the truth. "Ill call, | promise," Axl broke the silence. This made her feel like 
smiling, but she didn't. She was so shocked at herself to do so. She nodded, "Goodbye, Axl." Axl held her hand 
and squeezed it gently, as if he wanted to touch her for the last time. "Goodbye, Aryl." 


And with that, Aryl turned her back and went out from the fire escape, leaving Axl and Marc alone, thinking 
that it won't be an easy night for Axl. She couldn't help but think that she made him miss something 
important by agreeing to hang out with him. As she started walking the Sunset Strip, she tried to find the 
hotel without getting into another adventure. 


Maybe | need to get in an adventure, she thought. She was taught this way, taught to be sedate and 
dependent to rules. But she wanted to make her own rules, she was not a child anymore and she want to live 


her life the way she wanted.. But was this the way she wanted to live her life? She wasn't sure... 


The automatic doors opened as she arrived at the hotel, seeing no trace of the other band members. She took 
the easiest way to get to her room, throwing herself onto the bed. She felt herself sink into the soft 
mattress. But sleep just didn't come and take over her body. The things happened that day, especially the ones 
with Axl, passed through her mind one by one. At the end, only a sentence was left in her mind, and kept 


ringing in her head: "I'll call, | promise." 


